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Several Occaſions. 


B Y 


A LADY of QUALITY 


— 


No ſplendid Dreſs “ attract your Eyes; 
A Woman's Wit, without Diſguiſe, 


In plain Simplicity I riſe : 
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DUBLIN: 


Printed for the Author, and fold by the 
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Moſt Gracious Sire ! 


EH OLD, the trembling Muſe 
8557 The Sunſhine of your Royal Favour ſues: 
To your Protection, han doth commit, 
Some few Productions of unſtudy'd Wit. 


2 2 


| 
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ih 
The benign Influ'nce of my Sov'reign's Eye 
Win thoſe Perfections, that they want, ſupply ; 
Add unknown Beauties to each happy Line, 
Catch che Reflection of their Rays, and ſhine = 


With borrow'd Luſtre :—and your Female Bard 


Will, in your Notice, meet her wiſh'd Reward, 


Your Majeſty's 
Moſt humble, 
Moſt obedient | 
And moſt devoted 
Subject and Servant, 


D— DB—. 


= OO Jong you've waited, nde Roads, | 
But my dull Pate's a ſorry Breeder : | | | 
And I muſt own, *tis with Affection 

That I have publiſh'd by Subſcription. 

What Woman cond. try'd wa Sir, 
And what's undone,—1 leave to you, Sir; 

As Critic, or as Friend in Corner, 


A ſecond Bays, or Mr. Horner. 
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But this P11 ſwear, tis true each Tittle 5 


I never yet, was Mrs. Britth. 


*Twere beſt you were, cries Jack the Rake, 
You lie, dear Jack, I mean—miſtake 
Nay where's the Crime, I pray, dear Madam, 
Tis PRO practis d eber ſince Adam. 92 
That may be Jack,—but not by me, "oY 
Nor ever ſhou'd, with Apes like thee, Sir. 


Now, Critic's grave, —begin to rattle, 


Have at you, — I'm prepar'd for Battle. 


Hey Day! what Nonſenſe here compounded, 


Tales, Fables, Songs and Pray'rs, confounded ; 


Nay ‚ 


(v 


Nay Letters too, and Panegyricks: 
Till give the Reader the Hyſtericks. 


Now Faith, croſs Don, Ido'nt believe you, 
Your convex Glaſs, doth oft deceive you. 
The World's good-natur'd and will pity _ 
Falſe-concord Words, if Thoughts are witty. 
And Critic's Jury, ne'er thou'd pannel : 
On ſimple Verſe, from Female Channel. 
Abſurdities in Speech or Writing, 

The Author Woman—Men delight in; 
For, when the Object is belov'd, Sir, 


Her very Foibles are approv'd, Sir. 


a 4 So, 
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So, when the liſping Babe's beginning 
To coin new Words, the Father grinning; 


Repeats to Wife, or Friend for Sterling 


The Word, as utter'd by his Darling. 


Then make Remark on me, as mild, Sir, 


For I, in Senſe,— am but a Child, Sir. 


But now, ye Fair, hole Keener Wit 
To torture mine, may yet think fit; 
Forbear the cruel Taſk, and maxe 
The Product ſhine—for Pity's ſake. | 5 
Thus, ſhall the Diamond's Roughneſs be, 
Refin'd, and poliſhed by thee; 


( 1x 


And it's Defects, ſkreen'd by your Beauty; 


The Men ſhall Praiſe; becauſe their Duty. 


DUBLIN, April 27th, 1764. 
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PO E MS, Sc. 


A 
TRUE THER 


ATURE had form'd Angleſus full of 


Grace, 

Both as to Underſtanding, Form and Face ; 

A pleaſing. Wit, quick Penetration, and 

Such jocund Humour, as wou'd Mirth command, 
He wedded with a Fair and ſpotleſs Matd, 

In blooming Youth and Innocence array'd ; 


a, Ottain'd' 


b 


Obtain'd a F ortune to his Wiſh, ; nay more 
Than he cou'd then expedt, for he was poor 

In point of F ortune, altho nobly born ; 

But oeh Auna, might 2 . adorn, 

n was the Fair-one cal ra; and many a Swain 
Strove for her Love, whom Angleſus did gain. 
Some Years they liv'd, in Happineſs and Peace, | 
And Heaven bleſs'd their Marriage with Encreaſe, 
Three Daugh ters (out of Seven) gave them Joy, 


But both were anxious to obtain a Boy. 


Tho' theſe ſweet Pledges, he wou'd often ſwear, 


To his fond Heart, were equally as dear. 


Soon to a Title and a great Eſtate 
Angles' ſucceeded, by the will of Fate. 


His 


E 


His lovely Wife, and infant Daughters ſhone 

In all the Pomp, that Grandeur cou'd put on; 

At Court, at ev'ry public Place appear'd, 

Admir'd by all; by ev'ry one rever'd. 

But who'd on human Happineſs depend; 

This ſhort-liv'd, gr ring Scene was ſoon to 
end. 


Tranſient Felicity Angleſus grew 


Unkind to Auna; ſigh'd for ſomething New; 

| Beheld a Tenant's Daughter with Deſire, 

Nor ſcrupled to indulge the guilty Fire. 

Tho' mean the Nymph, and common to Man- 
kind 

She gain'd an Empire o'er his fickle Mind ; 


A 2 Contriv'd 


4 


Contriv'd ſuch Schemes, and us'd ſuch ſubtile 
Au,, 
She ſoon, alas! occaſion' d them to part. 


The faithful Wife, the tender Mother view, 


Now exil'd from her Lord, and Children too; 
To his Inconſtancy a Victim made, 

Forſaken, comfortleſs, to Want betray'd. 

Her hapleſs Daughters now, hke tender Plants, 
The Sun-ſhine of a Parent's Kindneſs wants; 
From place to Place, the wretched Suff rers toſt, 
By Heav'n unleſs preſerv'd, had ſure been loſt, 
Derinda now (the eldeſt of the Three) 


Began to feel the Force of Miſery; 


le 


(4) 


Mourn'd her ſad Fate, to be expos'd to Woe. 
Ere her weak Years, the Taſk cou'd' undergo. 
Scheme after Scheme was for her Ruin laid, 
But Virtue guarded ſtill the tim'rous Maid; 
Attempts prove: fruitleſs, cautiouſly ſhe trod, 
Entruſting ſtill her Innocence to Gop. 

The pow'rful Gn, watchful on her fide, 
Preſerv'd the Maid, who ſought Him for her 


Guide. 


The King to Anna, bleſs'd his Mem'ry be, 


A Penſion gave; and, when at Liberty, 


The anxious Mother to her Children came, 


 Shelter'd their Youth, and -reſcu'd them from : 


Shame. a =; 
| A 3 But 


180 


But Angleſus the * Two retakes, 

(Some three Years after) and the F irſt forſakes. 
Dorinda, proudly frorn'd each flatt ring Tale 

To ow her from her Mother none prevail : 

By dion bound, by | Gratitude and Love, 

Bleſt in . Mother, he'd a Daughter prove. 

| Retir'd and quiet from the World's Turmoils 

They liv'd together, no domeſtic Broils | 

Imbitter'd Life, for peacefully they dvel * 

When our Dorinda ſome Emotions felt 

For a young Foreigner, whoſe gentle Mind 

Seem'd for her Happineſs alone deſign'd. 


> es es MR” 


To the fond Impulſe of her Heart ſhe yields, 


Marries the Youth, and both fair Auna ſhields. 
W-— - | The 
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The tender, kind, good Mother takes a Pride, 
ces. That for the happy Pair ſhe can provide. 

A lifping Offspring gave their Joys Enereaſe; 
2 And promiſes Delight that ne'er can ceaſe, 
While gentle Anna loves them as her own; 


And ev'ry Action makes her Virtues known. 


When Vice once gains Dominion o'er the Mind, 
She reigns a Tyrant, by no Laws confin'd. 
The hood-wink'd Reaſon, bh clear Object ,- 

views, | 4 | | 


Who hath no Choice, can ne'er pretend to > 


chuſe ; u 
But as directed, ſtill his Fate purſues. 
A 4 | | Old 


(8) 


Old Angleſus, a Slave % Wande Art, Milt 
Lives from the World and Virtue, quite apart. 
Nuͤrtures a Pando Race, his Fortune ſpends 
* baſs Obſcurity and has no Friends, 
Save ſuch as Favours want, or yet incline - 


T' aſſiſt his Folly, in each black Deſign. 


Nature worn out, g enfeebled by Diſeaſe, * 
Burdened with numerous ill-ſpent Days; 
At length a violent Fit &crpow'rs his Frame, 
The inſtant Danger, Doctors ſtrait proclaim. 
While ev'ry Face of his Dependants wear 
A ſort of Sorrow, that denotes their Fear, 
Diſtraction, Horror, ſits upon each Brow; - 


Each dreads he'as loſt, his rich Protector now. 
| Report 


( 9 ) 


Report ſpreads wide, the intereſting News, 
Which each repeats, with n own private Views; 
But all n it muſt, a Courſe, elate 
His injur'd Family, to hear his Fate. 


: The Tidings _ unrclcome to their Ears, 
Their Eyes * 55 with mpathetic Tears. | 
The yet they Anna mourns her Lord, 
Dorinda's Grief won't let her ſpeak a Word, 
But filent is; at length the Storm gives Way: 
And ſhe in Sobs, her Sorrow doth convey 'B 
Her ev'ry Word proclaims her filial Love, 

And doth her Duty and Affection prove. 

Her eldeſt Son ſhe preſſes to her Heart, 


Angleſus, deareſt Love, will ſoon depart; 
He 


( wo ) 


He never faw thee, my ſweet lovely Boy, 

Nor ever felt, a kind Grand-father's Joy. 

Tho' from our fond 1 long he's ſtole, 
May-hap he mourns us, with his fleeting Soul: 
Now calls my Mother, now * my Name; 
Wou'd he us both, but can't his Wiſh prochim. | 
For ah! my Love, we've Enemies around, 
Wou'd quickly 3 the unw elcome Sou nd, 
Indeed, Mamma, ſays the dear prattling Boy, 
Were! with old Angteſus, Fd employ | 
My little Arts to make him fond of you: J 


And if I cou'd i nceed, he'd ch me too. 


True, my dear Creature, cou'd 9 once but ſee 
Thy pretty Face, he'd ſoon be Friends with me, 
Then 


{> IT ) 


Then on her Knees ſhe falls, Pve epd * 
Which if refus d me, I ſhall ne er have Reft, 
My deareſt Mother, grant me it —ah! do, 
And you, my Huſband ! gratify me too. 
Permit me, of my Father to obtain 

One parting Glimpſe, and happy Ill remain: 
Nature and Conſcience, now may inks my Part, 
Awake his Tenderneſs, and turn his Heart. 
To gain his Bleſſing, ere he quits this Life, 
To reconcile him to his injur'd Wife; 
Wou'd be ſuch Extacy of Bliſs to me, 

I'd wiſh no greater tween Eternity. 

Soft' ned at length, the kind Permiſſion giv'n, 


They recommend her to the Care of Heav'n! 


And 


( 12) 


And each, by Turn, faſt hold her in their Arms, 
Beſeeching God! to ſhield her from all Harms, 
Diſſolv'd in Tears * they parted ſwift ſhe flew 
T'experience Villainy of deepeſt Hue. 
Sh” obtain'd the fight, fo earneſtly ſhe ſought, 
But at the Hazard of her Life *twas bought. 
The cruel Father imprecating lay, 
Diſowning Nature, order'd her away > 
Tho”, to Appearance, ready juſt to 5 
And pay that Debt which all to Nature owe, 
A num'rous Throng of Ruffians now Carell 


The ſad Dorinda, proſtrate on the Ground. 


(130 


His baſe- born Son, a Piſtol e' en preſents, y' 
| Behind her r but watchful 3 
prevents | | 

The Fiend from executing his Intents. 15 

They pull and drag her, tear her Hands and 
Cloak, 

Nay ak uplift their own to give a Stroke? 

Force her from Room to Room, then down the 
Stairs, 

Nor heed her piteous Cries, nor flowing Tears. 

Some, more humane, now ſhook indeed their 
Head 

As they pals'd by, but nothing ſtill they ſaid. 


(Scarce 


(age), 


(Scarce two Months paſt a dang'rous Lying-in, 
Such a Uſage ſurely was a Sin.) 
Now driv'n from the Houſe, Dorinda ſate 
And humbly warm'd her at the Kitchen Grate. 
While ev'ry Word, was followed by a Sigh, 
Behold her Woes draw Tears from ev'ry Eye. 
Her Servants now are ty'd, her Horſe's Ear 
Inhumanly cut off: tis much they ſpare 
Derinda's Life, whom thus they ſeem to hate 
Wich Spleen, uncommonly inveterate. 
.  Forc'd now to walk along the dirty Road, 
Her Legs ſcarce able to ſupport their Load; 
They bring her Pris'ner to th' adjacent Town, 
Where her unhappy Fate's no ſooner known, 


Than 


( 15 ) 


Than all lament the Uſage ſhe receiv'd, 

They wept in Secret, and in Secret griev'd: 
But none dare openly expreſs their Grief, 

Nor, tho' ſhe faſting was, beſtow Relief. 

Faint, hungry, cold and comfortleſs ſhe ſate 

The whole long Night, bemoaning of her Fate; 
No Bed whereon to lay her weary'd Head, - 

By Grief and Sorrow ſhe alone is fed. 


The wiſh'd-for Morn but ſlowly doth appear, 
The Horrors, of the Night encreaſe her | Fear; 


The beating Rains, the Winds dread hollow roar, 


And heavy Clouds, you'd think her Fate deplore. 


7 


The 


616) 


The tardy Nair at length, beſtows his Light, 
Behind the Clouds, bright Phabus hides. from 
Sight. 
His Courſe near run, when ſee Dorinda brought 
To a bleak Park — Oh! Ill ſurpaſſing Thought! 
There kept, there e red fright'ned to | 'Deſ- 
_ 1 
| Her Screeches Sik the terrified Air. | 


At laſt exhauſted, Limbs benumb'd decline 
Their uſual Office, and on Earth recline : 
Unanimated now, ſhe breathleſs lies, 

While all repeat, too ſure, alas! ſhe dies. 
Necalra, ſhe treads the Scene of Woe ok 


And frantic raves, and calls on Death in vain : 


The 


a 


The pale-fac'd "Moon, the twinkling Stars ad- 
mire; 

Whilſt ſhe in F ancy graſps, th' exalted Fire; 
Calls on her Huſband ! Mother! Inflines' Friends! 
'Then cries alas! I've none— none Comfort ſends; 
Thus madly raving ſhe. by two is led, 


Racing one Moment, ſinks the next as dead. 


A ſecond Morn brings Life and Spirits too, 
And ſhe gains Leave her Journey to purſue. 
Her Servants Pris'ners kept, behind remain; 


1 


While ſhe a well · affected * Town doth gain. 


—_— 


* Ferns, in the County of Wexford. 


B They 


„ 


They ſoon lore her with their ſavage Guard ; 
Who narrowly eſcap'd their due Reward : 

Th' enrag d Inhabitants together roſe, 

And their Dorinda's Enemies oppoſe. 

Fierce Anger blaz d in each reſenting Eye, 

And Stones, in Show'rs, at her Oppreſſors fly. 
Is this, cry'd they, for Duty a Reward, © 
This a Return for ſuch a Child's Regard? 

A Child, which once he doated on ſo much, 

Can ws believe our Eyes, his Nature's ſuch, 
That to ſo dutiful a 8 he 5 

Can ſo 3 a Father be? 

May we but ſee the Day, when we may take 


Dormada's Part, for her lov'd Mother's Sake, 


With 


) 


With Hands uplifted, Heav'n then implord 
To turn the harden'd Heart of Anna's Lord. 
Thus diſappointed, quite abaſh'd, return d 
The ſad Dorinda, who this Trial mourn'd ; 
Deeming it Raſhneſs, her Attempt to move 

A Father's Tenderneſs, ſo void of Love. 

The ſole Reſult of it was only Pain, 

And Madneſs nearly had o'er-turn'd her Brain. 
The troubl'd A lictens to her Tale 
With pain'd Attention, nor can long conceal 
The riſing Tumults, ſtruggling in 15 Breaſt ; 
But Sighs aloud, and Tears ſhe long ſuppreſt 
Burſt forth in Torrents — while Dorinda's Lord 
Smothers his Grief, and utters not a Word. 


B 2 | At 


( 20 ) 


At lan icin his Arts be folds his Wit, 
And cries, 'm happy, they have ſpar'd thy Life; 
But ah! my Love, what need had you to go, 
And willingly thus plunge yourſelf in Woe? 
Thus leave your Mother, little Babes and me, 
In Search of naught, but Inhumanity ; 

Thy Father's Heart, alas! too hard'ned grown, 
Denieth Pity, even to his own: 
Bur I, ſuſceptible of all thy Charms, 


Ne'er wiſh another in thoſe faithful Arms. 


Since this, behold, Dorinda fearful flies 


Her once-lov'd Cottage, where her Treaſure 


lies; | 


Self- 


, 


1 


Self- preſervation orders them to part, 

And me forſakes them, 'with an akin Heart, 
Comes up to Town, in ſearch of ſome Relief, 
And to her Friends diſcovers all hes Grief. 
They Pity her — condemn the lawleſs Man, 
And joy ſhe ſcap'd the Dangers which ſhe ran. 


But now, to ſum up all Dormda's Woe, 
Angleſus really dies, *twas order'd ſo, 
Offended Heav'n! wou'd no longer ſee 
A Man abſorb'd in Vice and Infamy : 

His Talents buried, his Genius cramp'd, 
And by baſe Influence, each Virtue damp'd. 
What Pity, that thoſe Qualities divine 


Shou'd be exhauſted in a Life ſupine ? 
B 3 That 


( 22 ) 
That Intellectuals, bright and ſhining ſhou'd 
Have loſt their Force, nor ſought the public 
Good; 
But ev'n a Scourge to his right Offspring prove, 
While thoſe of Devilyn, engroſs d his Love. 


Thus liv'd Angleſus, dup'd by Woman's Art; 
Who when he dy'd, to ſhew her real Heart ; 
A black Compound, of full Ingratitude 

(Which ſhe had then no Power to clude) 

She diſreſpectfully his Corps interr'd, 

And ſome few Guineas to his Fame preferr'd, 
Laid in a ſhallow half-dug Grave, behold! 

The great Augleſus, itrip'd of all his Gold; 


No 


( 23 ) 
No Mourners, no Attendants in the Dark, 
With ſcarce a Link, he's hurried thro? his Park, 
His Body, on his Coach's-body laid, 
Within a Coffin, of a Fir- tree made; 
The horrors, of a black and gloomy Night, 
Set the poor Horſes in ſuch fad affright, 
That thro' the ruſtling Trees they took their 
Flight, | 

And like t' have left in Pieces the Remains 

Of poor Angleſus, mangled on the Plains. 

His Soul, in Conflift, on his dying Bed 
Recogniz'd all his Ertors, oft, he ſaid, 

He wrong'd his Wife, his Children; then implor'd 
From Death a Reſpite, of th' Almighty Lord 


* 


B 4 That 


(fa4; 3 


That He, in ſome Sort, ** thoſe Crimes 
atone, 

For which his Conſcience did inceſſant groan: 

He mourn'd that Life he had fo long miſ-ſpent, 

But moſt of all, their Suff rings did lament. 

The vicious Devilyn to Virtue loſt, - 


Wou'd at his Bed-ſide, ſtill maintain her Poſt 13 


And like a Fiend, tormented him ere dead, 


Conſtr'ing to Folly, ev'ry Thing he ſaid. 


Her own curſt Int'reſt the Deciſion gave, 


My Lord, ſays ſhe, indeed does only rave; 


He knows not what he ſays, thus his Diſtreſs 


She ſtrove to heighten, not to make it leſs. 


But 


( 25 ) 


But ere he dy'd, ſome nine Years, as they ſay 

She o'er his Mind, obtain'd fo great a Sway, 

That tho' already marry'd, (to her Shame 

Be't ſpoken) ſhe obtain'd the ſhadowy Name 

Of Wife, altho' he had no Right to give 

That Name 90 any one, and Anna live. 

But, ſo infatuated was he grown, 

He fear'd her Pow'r, and quite forgot his own. 

His Will, or rather her's, ſhe next has done, 

And leaves th* Eſtate to her ill-gotten Son: 

Whom in it ſhe ſtiles L—d, her Dayal 
too 


She titles Ladies, what won't Cunning do? 


a 


The 


( 26 ) 


The artful Wretch obtains whate er ſhe craves, 
Then as a Tyrant, to 8 Dupe behaves. 
Thus ſhe, who once wou'd to his Foot-men yield, 
Becomes his Queen, and doth his Sceptre wield ; 
Exerts a Power, by few Wives aſſum' d, 


Or rather none, it is to be preſum'd. 


To Law! voracious — 5 fair Anna now 
Maſt have Recourſe, it cannot diſallow 
Her Right, which on it's own Foundation lies, 
And can't be deaf to Truth's Aiſtreſsful Cries. 
Dorinda and her Siſters too appeal 
To Truth and Juſtice, theſe muſt ſtrait pre- 
vail 


O'er 


E 


O'er Vice and Perjury, for ſure in vain 
Diſtreſſed Virtue never can complain, 
Where ſoft Compaſſion, well is known to 


reign. | J 


ON 


, 


ON THE 
Death of his late Majeſty, 
AND ON THE 


Acceſſion of his preſent Majeſty 
to the Throne. 


{ mournful Muſe, in diſmal Sable dreſt, 
Her Head, funk low apon her penſive * 
With Arms acroſs, unanimated lies, 


And ſpeaks her Grief, *tween interrupting Sighs. 


Mourn, 


629) 


Mourn, mourn, with 155 ye People, and give 
way 

To honeſt Tears — a Tribute we ſhou'd pay, 
To the bleſt Manes, of our-belov'd King! 

Our Father! Friend! Legitimately ſpring * 

The deep- felt Sorrow, which your Looks expreſs; 
Nor ſhou'd it, for ſo good a King, be jeſs. 7 

He, as a tender Parent, anxichis ſtrove 

To raiſe his People, and to ſhew his Love; 
'The Monarch, and the Man, he equal wore, 

Nor, as a Monarch, priz'd himſelf the more: 

Thus did he live — and thus lamented dy'd 


Britannia, Scotia and Hibernia's Pride. 


But 


(30) 


But now, behold! the Genius of our Iſle 


Advancing, with a manly placid Smile, 

His Looks denote Contentment, Joy and Love, 

And hark! his Voice doth ev'ry Care remove, 

Rejoice, ye People, tho” your George is dead, 

Behold, a blooming Monarch in his Stead 

Another George, within whoſe youthful Breaſt,  - 

Both George and Fred'rick's Virtues, are impreſt; 

Imbib'd in ſhy, their Maxims BY 

And n ſhall prove, he's worthy all their Care. 

Britannia's Genius watchful at his Side, 

Shall guard the Royal Youth, and damp the 
Pride | 


Of 


(mn) 


Of Gallic Foes—And by a laſting Peace 

Crown this bleſs'd Iſle with Honour and En- 
creaſe. 

The prudent Lakes: of our late good King 

Shall prove a Root, from which ſhall ſurely ſpring; 

Unfading Laurels, to adorn the Head 45 

Of George the Third — o'er whom may Virtue 
Spread 

Her Sacred Wings, and Heav'n ſtill pour down 

It's choiceſt Bleſſings, on the Briiiſb Throne. 
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ON THE 


Marr iage and Coronation of their 
_ Moſt Sacred Majeſties, 


King GEORGE III. 
£2 A N. D 


Queen CHARLO 72 Ek. 


— 


REciTATIVE. 
r NCOR D IA's Favorite, Britannia, ciles, 
And ſends glad Tidings, to her Siſter Illes; ; 
The high-arch'd Heav'ns echo forth the Tale, 


Hymen and Love, in George's Breaſt prevail. 


P The 


„ 


The youthful Monarch, - ſtruck with Virtue's 
Charms, - 

To bleſt Charlotta opes his Royal Arms; 

Amidſt repeated Conqueſts, courts the Fair 

To ſhare his Glory, and his Kingdoms ſhare. 


| Air. 
Love and Ehmen, both united 
To ſubdue him, but d | 
Prudence wou'd the Shaft direct : 
Wiſdom and Religion ſiding, 
George's Choice, his Wiſhes guiding, 


Shall their fay'rite Pair protect. 


> Come. 


( 34 ) 


Air. 
Come, Flora let, exert thy Pow'r, 
Unfading Chaplets ſtrait prepare; 
Collect each gay delicious Flow'r, 


To crown the lovely Royal Pair! 


Beneath their Foot-ſteps, ſtrew the Roſe, 
But ſtrip the Thorn from off the Stem; 
The ſweet'ſt Flow'r, by far, that grows, 


And in it's Bloom, reſembles them. 


REciTATIVE. 


i 


Hark! how the Trumpet's martial Notes 
The gladſom Heart rejoice, 
While ſlaught'ring Cannons hoarſer Throats, 


Aſſume loud Thunder's Voice; 
* But 


633 


But now the dread, the hollow Roar 
Waſtes, gradu'lly upon the Shore; 
The awful Sound na 


But melting Strains attract the Ear. 
8 
Ev'ry Soul-cnchming e 
Deck the clicia of the King; 
Ev'ry Grace, with ardent Duty | 
To Charlotta's Features ſpring, 


Sprightly, pleaſing in her Mein, 
As Dian chaſte, 


Wich Virtue gracd; 


* 


Not all too much, for George's Queen. 


C2 


Air. 


(a ) 


% 30 Ain. 


Smiling Joys, around them waiting, 


* 
CLIT £ 
"4 


F Mutual Fires, 

| Fond Deſires, 
Never cloying, ne'er abating ; 
See! promis'd from the bleſt Embrace 


A Briton Monarch's blooming Race. 


_ CHoRus. 


O grant, ye Gods, Hibernia's Pray's ; 


Let Angels guard the Royal Pair ! 


Be they virtuous, good and great, 


And ev'ry Joy their Wiſh attend, 


May choiceſt Bleſſings round them wait, 


And diſtant Nations to them bend : 


Now, 


( 37 ) 


Now, loudly let the Valleys ring. 


Long live Britannia's true-born King. 


—̃— 


Neceſſity, Pride and the Poet, 


f ; 
EA B: 1-© 


_ 


N ECESSITY, by Chance one Day 
Encount'ring Pride, was heard to ſay : 
7 you alone, it is we owe 


© That Mankind ſink beneath their Woe; 


C 3 hs 


{ 38 ) 


60 You're ſo implanted in their Nature, 50 
That Man's become a helpleſs Creature 
«In my dire Circuit oft I've known 

« A fight Misfortune, as grown 

«© By thy curſt Inſſinct, bar'd from triving 9 * 
By Means to get a Living. | 

% You 47 Induſtry ; is a lesung Thing, a 
ie Which makes Contempt in great Folks bus 
ce Where Fortune frowns, I ſtill attend, 

% But when Humility's their Friend, 

* Some Method I am apt to point, 

* To baffle their Diſtreſs and Want: 

But whereſoe'er you're know n to reign, 
— 1 6 in vain.” 


Pride 


C 39 ) 


Pride, rais'd her haughty Head on high, 
And made this ſcornful ſhort Reply 
Said ſhe, ** When Folks are nobly born, 
« To Labour gains immortal Scorn.” 


While thus oY parley'd, they perceiv'd 
A Nymph, by adverſe Fortune eriev'd. 
Neceſſity addreſs d her, ſtraight, 

And by her Elbow took her Seat; 
While ſullen Pride, with auſtere Look, 
Another Seat, in Silence took. 

At length, Invention's Mother broke 
The awful Silence, and thus ſpoke: 


C 4 «© Say, 


( 


© Say, Daughter, hy oppreſs'd with Care? 
« Ha'n't bount'ous Nature, to your Share 
Gs Some Talent giv'n? ſome Means beſtow'd * 
To prop AMiction's * Load?“ 


« Alas! reply'd the Nymph, I find | 
n eee = 
wa Beneath my Pen, dictating Woe 
« Firſt bid pathetic Numbers flow: 

“But in an Age, where: Wit and Senſe _* 
« In Thouſands ſhine! I've no Pretence. 
« And Woman's Wit, like mine unlearn'd, 


« By many will have Faults diſcern'd.” | 


With 


( 4x )) 


With angry Frown, ſaid Pride at Length, 
Who to be filent wanted Strength, 
15 Conſider, Madam! who you are, 
«© One of a high, diſtinguiſh'd Sphere. 
„Let me, a Friend, for once adviſe you, 
e Don't write — The Beau-Monde will deſpiſe 
« you; | 
« Turn Author—let it not be known, 
“ Nobility will on you frown, 


And then your Scheme is overthrown. 3 


Pray who art thou? ſhe trait reply'd, 


« If I miſtake not, you are Pride, 


« From 


Ca) 


From Satan ſprung, of his damn'd Train,” 5 
Source of his Fall, and Height'ner of his Pain. 
* Tknow thee not, nor wou'd I know | 
« One, that enhances human Woe,” 


% 


I ſcorn to do an Action baſe, 


bu 


Leſt Conſcience ſhou'd my Woes encreale; 


But ne'er ſhall be, above the Taſk, cx 5 
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J DGE Omnipotent thou, of Pow'r im- 


menſe, 
Thou true Diſcerner of our human Senſe; _ 
Thou great Protector, and thou only Friend' 
On whom, for all Things, I alone depend, 
Diveſt my Soul of ev'ry frail Deſign, 
And make it ſpotleſs, pure and only Thane 
From ev'ry erring Thought, O! ſer Keine, 
And let me ſpeak, or think, of naught but Thee. 
5 On 


On the Death of a young Lady 
who was inoculated for the 


| Small-pox. 


D* 1D you, to fave. poor Sal * 8 ; Beauty Qtrive ? 
Have * deſtroy'd what might be ain alive! * 
', Where was a tender Mother' 8 rondneſ gowh, j 
Or who'd inflic Job's Permemt on their | own? 
Who wou'd prota to tempt the Lord on n, 
Or his divine Anthority defy : ? 


Audacious 


(45) 


Audacious Mortals, ſee! how ſoon He can 
Undo and fruſtrate the Attempts of Man. Mn. 
Sweet Sally thanks thee, for thy unſkill'd Pains; 
Your's ſtill be the Affiction, her's the Gains. 
She, like a Roſe miſplac d by Nature, ſprung 
From a coarſe Bramble, on a heap of Dung; 


But to her kindred Heaven, ſhe is gone, 


Have you her Equal with you ? no not one. 


Sally indeed, was woch — diſcreet, 
Mild in ber temper, in her Nature ſweet; 
Innocently gay, civil yet ſincere, 

For Sally was, in ſhort, above . Sphere. 
Ah! was it then the mere Effect of Pride: N 


And ſtrove ye juſt to ſave a fair Outſide? 


Was 


( 4& ) 


; 5 a 


Was not a Soul in ſuch . Robes array d 
Sufficiently attractive in the Maid? ed 

Who wou'd the Mind's ſuperior Beauties place 
In Confietiltidtrwith u yeerty Face? I 24s 2 IL 
And yet, where is the wiſe Mamma, or wiſer 
Father, k £9 

Who if they had the Choice, won'd not much 


rather 


Have their Greet darling Babe a perfect Beauty, | 


Than juſt remark: d for Piety and Duty i ? 
The Sight attracted, quickly gains the Heart, 


While Senſe, but ſlowly does her Charms impart. 


But, Thanks to Heay'n! who has given me 
Sufficient Senſe, to wait its wiſe Decree; 


No 


— 


. ( 47.) 


No Vanity of mine, ſhall make me dare 
With its high Judgment e' er to interfere. 
But to my lov'd Creator, I will ſtill - 


Submit each Dictate of his Servant's Will. 


A | 
F A B 1 


— 


"= 


—__ 


O LD Time and Pleaſure, on a Day, 
Once met, as they did walk; 

Dear Time (ſays Pleaſure) pr'ythee ſtay, 
Let's have ſome friendly Talk. 


Alluring 


(487). 


Alluring Fair (ſaid he) I know . 
The World are Slaves to thee; 
Upon thee ev'ry Thought beſtow, 


And make no Store of me. 


My deſtin'd Race, I ſtill purſue, 
Nor can one Moment ſtay; 
Leſt thoſe blind Crouds that follow you, 


O'ertake me on my way. 


* 


Then ſwift along the Plain he ran, 
| While loit'ring Pleaſure ſtood, 
To intercept the View of Man, 


Enticing all ſhe cou'd. 


Some 


(49) 


Some few, indeed, kept up with Time, 
That her Temptations ſnun; 
But ſuch as with gay Pleaſure chime, 


Delay, and are undone. 9 


8 0 1 


8 A Y, ye gracious Pow rs, 7 5 
Sentiments inform a Breaſt; 
Or if Nymph was e'er ſecurer 


Of a tender Heart poſſeſt. 


D | Mine 


C0) 


Mine for Siluia, owns a Paſſion. 
By no ſordid Views deform'd ; 
Love inſpir'd, by Inclination, 


That by Senſe and Virtue warm d. 


In my Silvia; Nature ſneweth 
All her wonted Skill to pleaſe; 

Bleſt her W . who * endoweth 4 
So ERR Charms, with fo much Eaſe. 


Grant me, Heaven! my petition 
Let fair Silvia, be but mine; 


You can then, make no Addition 


To my Bliſs, tho' Worlds are thine. 


$OLILOQUY. 


J E J OIC E my Soul, thy Trials are ſo great ; 
And praiſe the high Diſpenſer of thy Fate. 
So God! refines the Veſſels he approves, | 


And thus chaſtiſes Children that he loves. 
Tho? great thy Taſk, think it's the Will Divine; 
And thankfully thy Will, to His reſign. 

Bleſs! bleſs the Hand, that this e gives, 
And think him poor, that uncorrected lives; 


D 2 Tie 


63421 


The Eye of Heav'n! is watchful on thy ſide, 
And Patience never can be known, till try'd. 
Bear nobly up againſt thy Weight of Woe, 


And thou wilt dearer to thy Maker grow. 


— 


„ 


AN O THE R. 


Pr * * »*— 


ES! frantickly I rage around 


The Hills and Dales, 
And lonely Vales, 
Nor think my Foot ſteps touch the Ground, 


But Happineſs cannot be found. 
as | | Yet, 


* 
* 


(38 


Yet, huſh! ſome Comfort now I find, 
The dawning Light, 
Ot Reaſon bright ; 


Appears within my anxious Mind, 


= And gives me Notions, more refin'd, 
„Aas! Fahne Dungeon was I in? 3 
1 My Eyes are weak, | 
Ye 
Was I not ent'ring into Sin ? 
But Penitence, will Pardon win, . 


( 5+ ) 


EL ET: KR. 
To a Parſon in the O ty N. 


3 Chap. — 88 
When I ſay unto the Wicked, O wicked 
Man, thou Halt fur ey die if thou aft not + ſpeak, 
to warn the Wicked from his 7 'ay, that wicked 
Man ſhall die in bis Hniquity : but bis _ 
will require at thine Hand. IP 


W HERE is — Warning that our Watch- 
maen give. 

Who ſide the Wicked, and with Sinners live? 

Wink 


( 5s ) 


Wink at Proſaneneſs, nay the Crime applaud 


Which they ſhould labour, to make us avoid ? 

What need have we, to pay a lazy Tribe 6 

Of Prieſts, whom Satan eaſily can bribe 

To let unwary Souls, unheeded, ſtray 

Into the * the Enemy doth lay? 

Thou een FF Sword, and the impending 
Storm, 

Yet warneſt not, the Wicked to reform ; 


You ſee Perdition, waiting on each Deed, 


The Sword is plung'd, behold the Sinner bleed 


«© But at thine Hand, his Blood will I require“ 
Saith the Juſt God ! then tremble at the dire, 


D 4 At 


2 
How 4 
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At Wee Judgement of the Loro d j 
Who molt aſſuredly will keep His Word. : 

Canſt thou, that deadly Crime, Adul Pry, view; 
And yet be dumb? ſelf. intereſted Crew. 


Sound! ſound the Trumpet, tho“ the. Van be 


great. 


- 
- 


Reprove his Fault, and warn him of his Fate. 


„ | Another 


( 


po — 
_— — 


— 


- 
ra L . — * 3 — — 


— 


Another to the E. of i, 


inclos'd in the former. 


— 


EAR! O my Father, let me once prevail; 
Nor deem it Boldneſs — this my pious Zeal. 
Fain wou'd I charm th' Attention with my Rhime; 
And make thee liſten to a Theme ſublime; '-./, - 
Which like a Cordial, to thy Soul mal be, 
(The healing Balm, kind Heav'n, diſtil thro* me:) 
Pour it, O Lord, into each gaping Wound. 
And kindly probe em, till the Whole be ſound; 


Give 


) 


Gire him a View of Happineſs, ſo pure 
That but one Glimpſe, may chance t effect his Cure. 


Let me invite thee, Father, to the Place, | 

Where Heav'n's dread Ring! ſits on the Throne 
of Grace! 

Where Joy celeſtial, doth inceſlant roll, 
Diffuſing Gladneſs on each happy Soul; 
Where Face to Face, 'we my our Maker view, 
And Join in Wale * s alone his Due. 
But that Aedivitnatice,! may not be deny'd, 
Let us a Wedding-garment, firſt, provide; 
Strip off, the ragged Garb of Sin we wear, 


But in the Change, let us avoid Deſpair, 


{ 59 3 


That is a Preſs, ſo coarſe and diſmal too, 
We'd be afraid our Journey to purſue. 


Let us Repomgance, for a Robe prepare, 
Faith, for a Breaſt- plate, next our Hearts we'll 
„ 3 
Hope, as a Hanes, ſhall adorn our Head, 
And o'er our Shoulders, Charity we'll ſpread. 
Thus when array'd, we boldly may go on; 


Nor fear Admittance when our Glaſs is run. 


More Joy's in Heaven, doth the Lord declare, 


O'er one poor Sinner, who repenteth here, 


(-60 } 


Than Ninety-nine juſt Perſons can beſtow : 


Then give that Joy, Dear Father, ere you g | 
To pay the Debt, which all to Nature owe. 


Addreſſed to the C—iy of 
. in 1757. 


7 there no Pity in the human Mind: ? 

Shall the Afflicted, no Compaſſion find? 

Do Chriſtians, only now, profeſs the Name, 
A mere Outſide, their Hearts no more the 


ſame? 


661) 


Ah! where is ev*ry ſocial Virtue flown : 


Is each an unrelenting Heathen grown ? 


Does no Humanity inform your Breaſt; 


What Glory is't, to vanquiſh the opprelt ? 


Int'reſt now ſways the giddy Croud indeed! 


If Vice is ſought, while Innocence mult bleed. 


No longer, now, the vicious Age retains 

Remembrance kind of Virtue's ſad Remains; 

She is ſo 5 grown, fo out of Vogue, 

That he, who entertains her 's thought a Rogue; 

Shun'd and deſpis'd, pointed at, forlorn, 

And trait becomes their laughing Stock, their 
Scorn. 


For 


( 62) 


For porerty's the only Crime ye hate: 
He's only good, who's pow'rful and great. 
| Riches blot wich the molt deteſted Sin, 
And had I that, Id your Affections win; 
You'd fancy Charms, in all my Actions chen, 
And make my Prack, the Labour of each Pen. 


But ah! - 
Why on He World ſhou'd my Reſentment fall ? 
Does not my Father authorize you all ; 
Han' t he abandon'd me ian a Cayſe ? 
—_ to vie, to Nature's binding Laws, 


His alienated Heart denies to bend 


To the Endearments of his real Friend; 


Whilſt 


(6) 


Whilſt his foul Progeny, a ſpurious Race! 
Infect his Reaſon, and uſurp my Place. 


Lift thy Almighty Hand, O Geaticns Pow'r 4 
Avenge my 8 let Fate no longer low'r, 
Pluck en the Garden of his Love, each Weed, 
And 8 in Order, Plants * lawful Seed: 


There let them root, and thriving. Branches 
ſpread, | 
With filial Tenderneſs, around his Head. 
Shade him from the Inclemencies of Age, 
Tempeſtuous Sorrow, and deſpairing Rage; 
For Oh! my Heart, with pious Duty fraught, 
Laments my Father, ſhou'd fo low be brought, 


To 


(6) 


To ſtoop to Actions, as his Foes direct, 

And that material Part, his Soul, neglect. | 

But Sin, perhaps, has all its paws loit, 

And now's no Crime, a trifling one at molt. 1 

Sure all are Atheiſts, or as ſuch appear, 

And there's no Thought, of an Here- after here. 

Crimes, which of Old, were puniſh'd aa ab- 
horr'd, Et | 

Are now not only wink'd at, but 4 4 ; 

Some of our Paſtors, even patronize | 

Crimes once deteſted, of enormous Size; 

Adult'ry, * its Spawn are rank 


Led by the Hand, and with their F avour bleſt. 


No 


(69) 
No Wonder then, if their Erümple mord SEL 
Uplift the Wicked, and pervert the Good. 
If our ſage Leaders, do the Thing that's urong, 
They're ever follow d by mimic Thron. 
Is it not ſtrange the Pulpit er enchüm 
Againſt our Faults, and yet protect the ſame ? 
O Heav'nly Pow'r! where is thy Juſtice flown, - | 
Who ſee'ſt thoſe Shepherds ſo unheedful grown? 
Each finds Excuſe, he's ſome ſiniſter View, 
But will that ſerve, as an Excuſe to you? 
ls Wrath Divine, ſo eaſily appeas' d, 


Wich Man's Ambition, was it ever pleas'd? 


Ahl no, then tremble, Mortals, at the Thought, 
That thou wilt to the Teſt, too ſoon be brought, 
E Before 


( 66 ) 


| Before the awful Throne of Heav'n, to give 
A full Account, thy Sentence to receive. 

Where then will the Incend'ry end his Strife, 
Who puts between the lawful Man and Wife? 
That Action, is by Heav'n deem'd accurſt: 
I'd give yau Texts in Plenty, if I durſt. 
But I've ſuch Rev'rence for the Word Divine, 
I tear miſulingit, in Verſe like mine. 
Thus much Fil ſay, the Peace-maker is bleſt, 
Then lay thy Hand with Candor on thy Breaſt; 
The Bleſſing adobe ee Metten 
weign, 5 

Don't partial ſide me, nor with Hate inveigh; i 
But the deciſion, Chriſtian-like, - convey, |! | 


Is't 


( 69 


Is't not more Joy, the parted to unite, - 

Than by ill Offices, to part them quite ? 

And if by thy Aſſiſtance thou coud'ſt make 

The wretched Sinner bs lov'd Guilt forſake ? 
Woud'ſt than not Glory, by this Act atcheive ; 
Ah! then, "9 Individuals form the Whole, 
Each kindly try, for to reform his Soul; 

Stir up the Fatbetz Nature tos will aid; 
Think on your Conſcience, I this: Taſk have laid. 
Then, as at the Laſt Day, thy ankions Mind 
Conceiveth hopes, Forgiv'neſs for to find. 

I charge ye, Brethren, Chriſtians and Divines, 


T' aſſiſt me, in my pious fond Deſigns. | 


E 2 | And 


(58; 2) 
And then, with Gratitude, I'll leave thy Praiſe, | 


85 Forrr. vice and Pride, 


My Pen muſt deride, 
Where-ever they are known to rein; 
Thi! with F ortune bleſt, 
een eee ee ne 2d. 
It ſhall ne'er damp the Sade Strain! 4 

I deſpiſe the Set, | 

Who, themſelves forget, 
And are of Fortune's Favours ain, 


View 


( 69 ) 


2 
View our Royal King, 
See all Virtues ſpring 
Within his lovely ſacred Breaſt; 
Nature's Favourite, 
Form'd Love to excite, 
With Fortune's Bounties amply bleſt: 
His Example's fair, 
Wou'd his Subjects we 
Of his Humility poſſeſt! 


( 70 )) 


3. 
But with Pride O er- rxun, 


The diſtreſs'd they ſhun, 


As tho' their Woes contagious prove; 


Get but Money, then 
You're a Saint again, 
Their Scorn immediately ſeems Love: 
But in Sorrow dreſt, 
They your. Sight deteſt, 


You can't their frozen Pity move. 


( 72 4) 


* 


* 
What is Man, I pray? 
Was n't he form'd of Clay? 
And ſhall he not to it return? 
Tho' he vaunts it here, - — 
Soon he'll diſappear, 
His fature Lodging, a cold Urn: 
Folly, Vice and Pride, 
Can't the Victim hide, : 


Doom'd endleſs Ages, Life to mourn, 


E 4. THE 


672) 


TC HIER 


CONTRAST. 


þ WM > a. 


_—. 


* 


1 N balmy Sleep, the 3 Mind, 

A. ˙ 

With Quiet, td b Aeg . 
And takes his wonted Reſt. 


The Day in Righteouſneſs doth glide, 
And to the needy Poor, 
With Chearſulneſs he opens wide. 


The charitable Door. = 


E! 

While the Poor Wretch, who falſely trod, 
The thorny Path of Life, 

In Fear of neither Man or God, 
Is fill'd with endleſs Strife. 

His frightful Dreams at Night, preſent 
The Horrors of the Day; 


* 
i 
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Nor has he Power to repent, 


Till Life is fled away. = 


3 gt, - 8 3 "y 
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e N 
ADD RESS 
TO THE 


Harmonious Brothers. 


-- 


Ci. a 2 al * "I * 


— — — wy — 


B Y Harmony together brought, 
Apollo's Sons behold, 


By Muſic charm'd tiieir ev'ry Thought, 
As Magi were of Old. 


Such ſweet, enchanting, heav'nly Sounds, 
Beneath their Fingers riſe, | 
Imagination has no Bounds, 


But ſoars above the Skies. 


( 95-) 


The liſt' ning Ear, at firſt receives 
The animated Air, 


79 


Diſtilling thence the Soul relieves, 
And baniſhes our Care. 


It gives the inward Man new Form, 
Sings Lul—a—by to Pain 1468 off 

Lays Anger's fierce impending Storm; 
Smooth'd Nature ſmiles again. 0 


The Nerves relax'd, inactive lie, 
Blood does in Cadence move; 
The Senſes charm'd, with Pleaſure die, 


And to Elizizm rove. 


How 


(76). 


Ho happy they, who thus can pals 
The tedious Hours away; 
Between a healthful, ſober Glaſs, 


And ſuch extatic Play ? 


Ve Sons of Science, Phebus ſmiles, 


And bids your Union laſt; % 
The Muſes, too, will uſe their Wiles 


To dignify your Taſte. 


The Graces, alſo, bear a Hand 


To decorate your Fame, n 


Behold! the dimpl'd Siſters ſtand 


Reſponſors for your Name. 


On 


(8 } 
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On a young Lady. 
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7 HO ſee young Mabe, own her fair, 


. 
8 
7 


And read Good humour in his Air on FNacd 
Majeſtic Height, each blooming Gracc, 
Enhance the Beauties of her Face. 
Her Smiles beſpeak the Soul within, 
As free from the minuteſt Sin, 
As infant Babe, at Mother's Breaſt, 
Or thoſe who're number'd mongſt the Bleſt. 
Each Glance of the angelic Maid, 
: In fofteſt Innocence array d; 


Conveys 


(7s) 


Conveys a Pleaſure ſo elate, 

We think, we Fun comgmplare, 12868 
ar not * 5. Fl 5 
For I, fair Nymph, am not a — - 

One of thy Sex, not envious form d. rr 
Now boaſts ſhe's with thy Beauties charm'd; 1 


Win 


Nor ever wonder, if you gain bv 
The fond Addreſſes of each Swain 


For he who can unmoved ſee © | 
Thoſe Charms which have attracted me, ? 
Muſt want a Senſe, or:Stoic be. 


EPIT APE. 


pa 
- 


ER E lies a | Mann now, who, when livin 
Ne'er tir'd' himſelf too much with giving; 
And when he hd himſelf +-dhing, 

To hold the Humour, fell rentog 4 


Dear Wife, quoth he, I'm now going, 


Be ſure, you never pay what's owing. 


þ 


* 


It grieves me 3 that I muſt pay 


The Debt I owe my ' Mother Clay. 


COLIN'Ss 


RIGHT. So had to his Thetic g 


And Night, her dar Nlantle on, 
Invited Luna to appear, 

And deck with Light the Hemiſphere: : 
The pale-fac' d Goddeſs, gently roſe, 
And Olin fought hrs wiſh d Repoe. a 
In balmy Sleep the Shepherd % 5 
When he, by Fancy led aſtray, 
Imagines, that himſelf he found 

The Owner of a Waſte of Grd, 


 Whereon 


10 


Whereon a ſtately Palace ſtood, 


Encompaſs d by a beauteous Wood. 
That buſy Crouds of ſervile Slaves, 


And fly inſinuating Knaves, 


Attend his Nod, and all he ſays, 1 


Tho' e' er ſo wrong, they falſely praiſe; 
Admire 1 Form, his Wit commend, 
And each aſſure him, he's his Friend; 
That Flatt'ry is a Thing they ſcorn, 
But you, my Lord, might Praiſe adorn.” 
(For Colin's F ancy not coals 

Had een a Title in his Mind) 

Gull'd, by the tinſid Words they ſpoke, 
He took the Bait and then awoke. 


F Again 
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15 Again poor Colin—what a Change! 


In ruſtic Weed again to range; 

To tend his little Flock once more; 

And be the Clown he was before. 

This Life, in fact, is but a Dream, 

Our Paſſage to it, juſt the ſame; 

The Queen—and Peaſant's Partner ſhare 
An equal Pain, to have an Heir, 

While dreaming here, we vary may, 
And be (like Colin) led aftray ; 

In glitt'ring Wealth, and pompous State, 
We never think of the Deceit. 

But all, in Death, reſemble muſt, 

Each turn to his 3 Duſt, 


: Forget 


( 83 


Forget the Dream, ſays Earth, and be 
- Again thyſelf—a Part of me. | 


I. 
1 H Us in plaintiv Notes, dear Creature, 
Let me but attract thine Ear; ; 
And, by kind affiſtant Nature, 
Make thee love and be ſincere: 
Love and Muſic muſt obtain 
Kind Returns, for Strephon's Pain. 
1 In 


684) 


2 
In thoſe Eyes, I now e 
Dawning Pity for thy Swain; 
Bluſh not, Cynthia, for thy Lover 
Will the Flame return again: 
Bleſt the Paſſion Muſic fr'd, 


Love by Harmony inſpir d. 


THE 


Amazonian Gift. 


1 S Courage in a Woman's Breaſt, 
Leſs pleaſing than in Man? 

And is a ſmiling Maid allow'd 
No Weapon but a Fan? 


Tis true, her Tongue, I've heard em ſay, 
Is Woman's chief Defence; 
And if you'll b lieve me, gentle Youths, 
I have no Aid from thence. | 
| 15 


And 


( 86 ) 


And, ſome will ſay, that ſparkling Eyes, 
More dang'rous are, than Swords; 

But I ner point my Eyes to kill, 

Nor put I truſt in Words. 


Then, ſince the Arms that Women uſe, 
Succeſsleſs are in me; 

T'll take the Piſtol, Sword or Gun, 
And thus equip d, live free. 


The Pattern of the Sartan Dam 8 
Pll copy as I can; 
To Man, degen'rate Man, I'll give 
That ſimple Thing, a Fan. 


O NC E, Love and Fancy on the Wing 
Joſtled as in their Flight; 

Said Fancy Love, thou poor blind Thing, 
* te once I'll ſet thee right.” 


© That Voice, ſaid Love, alas! I know, 
But pr'ythee, Fancy, why 

« Shou'd I, by thy Direction go, 
Who in Meanders fly ? 


F 4 r 


688) 


« 'Tis thou, that injur d haſt my Name, 
« Delufive as FOE art; 
& And when I've light a lambent Flame, 


„ You've wand'ring ſet the Heart. 


* Through all the Windings of the Brain, 
A Poibn you diftl; 
Which make my beſt Endeavours vain, 
“ And ſtill fruſtrates my Will. l 


6c Short-ſighted Mortals oft miſtake 
« Thy Impulles, for mine; | | 
And ev'ry Eye, it's Beauty's make, 


« Which for a Moment ſhine. 


( 89 ) cal 


“ The next new Object, has its Charms, 
* Obliterates the paſt; . ; 
“Variety the Senſe diſarms, 
Ihe faireſt is the laſt.” 


MAXIMS 


M AX I M S 
O F 


Human Wiſdom. 


Tranſlated from the F rench. 


13 O the Creator, render what is due; 
Reflect, ere aught you undertake to do. 
With Caution chuſe, the Company you keep; 


Tue Flock is often marr'd, by one ſcabb'd Sheep. 


Of 
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Of thoſe bright Talents, Nature amply gave, 
Be not vain-glorious, boaſt not what you have. 
To others Sentiments, it's better yield, 

Than by hot Argument ws keep the Field. 
Politely give Attention to the Wile, 

Nor e' er be compotent, in your own Eyes. | 
Talk not to any one, above their Sphere; 

In all your Converſations be fincere. ny 
Your Word inviolably keep, and take 

Due Time to think, ere you a Promiſe make. 
Be mild, obliging, affable and kind, 

To ev'ry human Being, well inclin'd. 

Shun: Familiarity with thoſe below you 

Yet wear an eaſy Air, to all that know you. 


Make 


( 92 ) 


Make no Deciſion, till with Reaſon's Aid 


You've ev'ry Circumſtance maturely weigh'd, 
Diſentereſtedly your Love beſtow , 

Be prone to ks, but no Weakneſs ſhew. 
Reſpectfully your high 8 treat; 

But from your Character ne' er derogate. 
Each individual's Friendſhip cultivate; 

Plunge not in Law-ſuits, to decide your Fate. 
Affairs of others, ul try to learn; 

And modeſtly conceal your own Concern. 
With Magnanimity, lend or beſtow ; 

Firſt, well convinc'd, they merit what you do. 
But if to recompence your Friend you muſt 


Be nobly Grateful, if you wou'd be Juſt, 


— 


In 
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In what e' er Light, you'd willinglya ppear, 


Avoid Exceſs, nor let that Monſter near. 


The Knowledge of yourſelf, with Care atchieve; 


He's the worſt Cheat, that does himſelf . 
Lament his F ailings, that you canmid mend; 
Slide o'er his Follies, be the faithful Friend. 
Surmount that Anger, we may Madneſs call, 

Nor let th' Effects of it, on any fall. 
Where Diſcord reigns, endeavour to make Peace; 
By Force of . Deeds, revenge your Caſe. 
Never with Spleen, another's Faults reprove, 
And without Flatt'ry praiſe, thoſe you approve. 
Let Moderation, ev'n Laughter rule; 

And bear a Jeſt, leſt you be thought a Fool. 


Eſteem 


„ 
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Eſteem Mankind, if Good, in ev'ry Station; 
And never criticiſe with Oſtentation. 

Reproach not ere the Favours you beſtow; 

But place them with thoſe Secrets, none ſhou'd 
know. | 
Prevent the Wants of him that's in Diſtreſs ; 

Be truly generous, without Exceſs. | 
Subdue a growing Pride, and never ſpeak 

But well of abſent Friends, for Friendſhi p's ſake. 
That Hell- born Vice, Ingratitude, deteſt; | 
To lengthen Life — Sobriety is beſt. 

Play for your Pleaſure, and genteely play ; 

But ne'er beyond the Bounds of Prudence ſtray. 


Speak 
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Speak little, and think much, deceiving none; 

- Eſteem moſt highly, Favours to you done. 

Take no Advantage of your luckleſs Debtor; 
Be kind, and to his Woes be no Abettor. 

On the high Fortune of your Neighbour, try 

To Look with Pleaſure, not with Envy's Eye. 
Boaſt not of aught — your Secrets keep —and 

then 
Yow'll be above, the vulgar Chat of Men, 


AN 


H Y M N. 


Tx H E wiſh'd-for Day, too ſoon can't come, 
For, Lord! I long to go; 
Where I ſhall meet a happier Doom, 


Than waits me here below. 


No Tie have I, that e'er ſhall make 
Me Wiſh for a Delay; 
No Bleſſing here, but I'd forſake, 


Thy Summons to obey. 


0 


( 


O]! bleſs'd, for ever bleſs'd thy Word 
Fulfill'd, O! let it be; 

A Pardon to my Foes afford, 
Then deign, to pardon me! 


A broken Heart thou'lt not deſpiſe, 
Nor penitential Tears; 
Accompany'd with contrite Sighs, 


Wherein my Grief appears. 


A Grief, well-founded, fervent, great, 
Buy RecolleCtion brought; 
A ſad Review of my paſt State, 


By aggravating Thought: 


* G 


(98) 
My Hopes are centred all in Thee, 


Through Thee Remiſſion crave 
And (through thy Merits) hope to be 


*Mongft thoſe which thou wilt fave. 
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O N 
The celebrated Dr. Meadows 
of London. 


Who has found out a Method of reducing 

all Sorts of Diſtortions in the human 
Body; and of making ſtrait, crooked 
Limbs; from the Infant State, to that of 
Maturity. 


! Meadows, by what Art divine, 


Mak'ſt thou the Crooked ſtrait ? 
Did thy great Faith, aid thy Deſign, 


In Search of this Receipt ? 
G 2 Faith 
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Faith moveth Mountains, who denies, 
Or doubts it, een in Thought; 
Sure all muſt b'lieve, when fore their Eyes, 


The Miracle is wrought. 


Each Mortal is a little World, 
In whoſe minute Compound ; 
A Part of each Material IS, 


With due Proportion found. 


At firſt this Globe in Order ſtood, 
Proportionate and fair; 

The Lord beheld that it was Good, 
And worthy of his Care. 


The 


En 


The Sins of Man, Diſorder brought, 
The Deluge chang'd the Scene; 

Huge Mountains roſe, and waly nought 

Was, as it firſt had been. 


Confus'd, the beauteous Work appear'd, 
Into Diſtortion thrown ; 
And emblematic of its Form, 


See! Man, diſtorted grown. 


But thou, O! Meadonus, Friend to Health, 
Reclaimer of this Il]; 

Thy Praiſe be chi thy Wealth, 

| Succeſs attend thy Skill! 


a G 3 SONG. 


I. 


A Scholar firſt my Love implor'd, 

And then an empty titled Lord; 
The Pedant, talk'd in lofty Strains; 

; Alas! his Lordſhip wanted Brains: 

I liſt'ned not, to one or 8 


But ſtrait referr'd them to my Mother. 
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2; 
A Poet next my Love aſlail'd, 
A Lawyer hop'd to have prevail'd; 
The Bard too much approv'd himſelf, 
The Lawyer thirſted after Pelf: 
I liſt'ned not, to one or t'other, 


But ſtill referr'd them to my Mother. 


3. 
An Officer, my Heart wou'd ſtorm, | 
A Miſer, ſought me too, in Form; 


But Mars, was over-free and bold, 


The Miſer's Heart was in his Gold: | 


Lliſt'ned not, to one or t'other, 


Referring {till unto my Mother. 
G 4. 


And 
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4. 
N And after them, ſome twenty more, 
Succeſsleſs "INT as thoſe before; 
When Damon, lovely Damon, came, 
Our Hearts ſtrait felt a mutual Flame: 


I vow'd I'd have him, and no other, 


Without referring, to my Mother. 1 


10 
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TO THE 
Honourable Miſs C—— 
ON THE 


Death of the Counteſs of 


EHOLD, my Dear, our common Fate, 
Whether in Indigence or State; 
A King and Beggar equal ſtand 


Expos'd, to Death's unerring Hand, 
The 
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The Diadem protects no more, 

Than thoſe poor Rags the Beggar wore ; 

The beauteous Face, the ſparkling Eye. 

Thoſe Charms, for which whole Millions ſigh; 
Can't baffle Death—for all muſt die. J 
Cou'd Beauty cer his Pity move, 

Was he faſceptible of Love; 

Sure! C-——» might hope wo find 
The Conqueſt her's 9 to Mankind 

The conquer'd eh, by Surprize, 

Might ſend his Summons, through her Eyes. | 


AN 


AN 


Emblematic Tale. 


Little Snom of Nature's own Formation, 

Was launch'd and fitted out, in this ſame Na- 
tion, 

So fair to look upon, ſo nest and trim, 5 

You'd think ſhe ſafely might the Ocean ſkim, 

By Females managed, Dame Virtue Maſter, 


Prudence her Pilot; to prevent Diſaſter 


Religion 


| ( x08 ) 


Religun caſt her Anchor, wiſely thinking, 

That buoy'd by Hope, they need not fear her 
. | 

She, from the labour of paternal Love, 

Was bound, the matrimonial Joys to prove. 

Freighted with each Accompliſhment requir'd; 

The Graces Paſſengers, by all admir'd. LD 

She'd ſcarce unfurP'd her Sails, and 'gan to ſteer ; 

When ſhe deſeryd a ſtately Pirate near. | 

Struck with the Beauty of this new-launch'd Barge, 

He hail'd her courteouſly ; with a Diſcharge 

Of fine inſinuating Oaths, in Vollies, 


But under Hatches kept his Crimes and Follies. 


Declar*d 


( 269 ) 


Declar'd if ſhe'd ſurrender, without Force, 

And ftrait agree, to join him in his Courſe; 

In ev'ry Prize he'd take, ſhe ſhould be Sharer, 

And he'd protect her Trade, cou'd aught be 
fairer? 

That, to the ſelf-ſame Port himſelf was bound, 

And it might hap, that ſhe might run a-ground. 

Virtue and Prudence with Religion held 

A Minute's Counſel: Judg'd, when thus compell'd, 


Twas Nonſenſe, to diſpute with Force unequal ; 


To yield, on honourable Terms, the Sequel. 
This done, the happy Pirate took Poſſeſſion; 


And ne'er was better pleas'd, by's own Confeſſion. 


Some 


r 
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Some Years they ſail'd together with Succeſs, 
And he did Riches to his Wiſh' poſſeſs; 

Grew great in Pow'r, and lorded it or all 
That in the Circle, of his Courſe did fall. 
Nouriſh'd his Follies, ſported with his Crimes, 
Nor fear'd to ſtem, foul Sin's obnoxious Slimes; 
Fell in with a mean Bri, of tatter'd Form, 
Whoſe Owner, Lu, had weather'd out a Storm; 
She boarded was full oft, as often turn de 
Aloof, by ber pall'd Conqu' rors, 5 ſcorn d. 
This unrigg d lakey Veſlel took him in, 
Blinded his Reaſon, and indulg'd his Sin; 


Took 


( 11x ) 


Took the fine Ship that he poſſeſt, in Tow, 

And broke the League, "tween him and Virtues 
Snow. 

New rigg'd herſelf, and patch'd up her Defects 

Out of the Snow's, monopoliz'd Effects; 

Tock een her Compaſs, for ſhe'd none herſelf, 

And aggrandiz'd her Crew, with ſtolen Pelf. 

But e' er they quitted the deceived Barge, 

They wou'd a broad-fide at her firſt diſcharge ; 


Intending, *twas no doubt, to fink the Sun, } 

But Prudence warded off th' intended Blow 

Which ſerv'd to make Reſentment fiercer glow. | 

Virtue deſpis'd the Pirate, that forſook her, 

To him a Treaſure when at firſt he took her; 
Luſt 


(112) 


Luſt ſteer d his Courſe, to Death's avoided Port, 

While fickle F ortune, made of Virtue Sport: 

But Patience kindly ſtem'd the boiſt'rous Tide, 

And brought a Compais, which they gladly.try'd. 

By this they ſteer'd for many Years, at length 

Age and Infirmity impair'd their Strength; 

When Patience, lonely ſitting at the Poop, | je 

| Began to faint, and ag'd Religion ſtoop. 

Virtue ſat nodding in the Stern below, 

While Prudence, watchful, call'd on Hope to 
know 

I yet no Land appear'd? bold Hape cry'd out, 

Tis there, I ſee it, tack about! about! 


All 


( 113 ) 


All Hands aloft—alas! the Thought was vain, 

*Tis but a Cloud, that edg'd the Weſtern Main. 

While thus they talk'd, Intelligence went by, 

Freighted with Truth and Falſhood, loud did cry, 

Your faithleſs Part'ner tother Day's arriv'd 

At his laſt Port, the Brig has rarely thriv'd. 

She has in hold, the All that he has left, 

And claims a Right, to what ſhe's got by Theft, 

His lawful Part'ner you—exert your Right; 

Steer to the Port of Juſtice, tis in ſight. 

Hepe clap'd her Hands, and Prudence tack'd 
about, 


Patience gan ſmile, Religion ſoon grew ſtout ; 


H | Virtue, 


(114) 


Virtue, their Patroneſs, above appears, 


And promiſes her Sw, ſome happy Years. 

A ee Gale, fills each expanded Shroud, 
On which a thouſand various Wiſhes croud; 
Fears do in Surges on the Occan riſe, 

No ſooner ſeen, in Diſſipation dies. 

At laſt ſhe gains the wiſh'd-for promis'd Bay, 
And Anchor caſts, by Reforation kay; 

She cries to Juſtice, to redreſs her Wrong, 

Her lawful Right enforc'd, by Reaſon ſtrong, 
Waits the Deciſion of her hapleſs Fate, 


To make her Joy or Miſery, compleat. 


1 former Days, by Wrongs oppreſs'd, 

The injur'd Subject eas'd his Breaſt, 
Before his 1 Throne; 

Complain'd, in what he was aggriev'd, 


Was heard with Patience, and reliev'd, 


Soon as his Caſe was known. 


( 116 ) 


| 2, 
But now, avoided by the Croud, 
The hapleſs Wretch, is ſcarce allow'd 
The Privilege to ſpeak ; 
Are you but deem'd unfortunate, 
'Tis criminal amongſt the Great, 


They ſhun you, for it's ſake, Fr 


3. 
O'er-whelm'd with Sorrow, ſeek not Friends, 
For with thy Fortune, Friendſhip * 

Th' attractive Meteor fled: 
Infectious Want creates Diſdain, 
Unpitied you may e' er remain, 


And with Affliction wed. 
No 


_ 


(217) 


4. 
No kindly, charitable Hand, 
Is ſtretch'd to ſave you, while you ſtand 
On Ruin's dreadful Brink; 
Your Danger is not felt or known, 
They ſtop their Ears, nor hear you groan, 
While with your Load you fink, 


5. 
Oh! happy Time, oh! bliſsful Day, 
When from the Throne, a kindly Ray 
Of Pity chear'd the Heart; 
When Kings cou'd judge the ſtated Cauſe, 


Decide with Juſtice, force the Laws 


N To take the Mourner's Part. 
H 3 


ON 


(6118) 


rn 


2 


8 AY! what is there fo terrible i in Death; 

That daſtard Nature fhrinks at it's « Approach, 

And baſely trembles at che en 

That parts the heav'nly Particle from Clay ? 

From that Poor ailing Matter, that nk | 

The Breath of God from, mingling with the 
Saints ? | ; 

'Tis want of Love—of that Seraphic Lore 

Which we ſhould nouriſh for a bleſt Redeemer! : 


: 3 "I: 
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"Tis want of Confidence, and inward Light, 

To reconcile, and fit us for the Change. 

We've not thoſe Longings, that the Choſen have 

To be united to, and ſerve the Lord; 

Our blind Affections, like a ſenſeleſs Steel 

By Pleaſure's Magnet, quick attracted = 

The unmature Attachment ſtrongly binds, 

And hoodwinks Reaſon, from the bleſt Purſuit 

Of that more durable and pure Delight, 

Which mak our beſt Pains, whoſe Fruit is ths; | 

That only Goal, to which our Wiſh ſhou'd ſteer 

For everlaſting, real Happineſs. 

While all the Bliſs we've here is tranſient, 

And like the Morning Light, at Night's forgot, 
H 4 Still 


Pd 


(1720) 


Still the unſatiate Appetite purſues 


Thoſe fleeting Joys, that do but mock his Toll ; 


The ſhadowy Wanton, lures him on to Death, 


Then vaniſhes, and leaves him to his Fate. 


— — — — * — 9 92̃ͤ— — —_— — 


E TT E MP OR E. 


HO UGH . 


L think no more, it wearies me to think, 


My ſad Ideas, make me deeper ſink, 


Into 


— 
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Into a ſort of melancholy Mood, 

That if indulg'd, portends my Soul no Good. 
Deſpair, the Offspring 1s, of painful Thought, 
Avaunt, ye Cares—for I will think of naught ; 
No more the gloomy Proſpect will I view, 

No a Affliction, as my Goal purſue ; 


But like the Bee, from Flow'r to Flow'r I'll roam, 


Extract their Sweets, and carry Honey home, 


Dialogue Song. 


Sb * * * * * 


PHILANDER, 
P* 1THE E, Dear Celia, 
If Liove Delia, + 
Where's the Crime? for Delia is fair; 
Tis a Man's Duty, 
To adore Beauty, 


I'm to each Nymph, in Turn, ſincere. 


Ce LIA. 


(123) 


CELIA. 
Farewel, Philander, 
PII to Ly/ander. 
He will prize, what's ſlighted by you; 
Thou art deceitful, 
Falſe and ungrateful, 


Do therefore now your Scheme purſue. 


PHILANDER, 
Forgive me, Celia, 
Fairer than Delia, 
Or all Nymphs, my Eyes ever view'd'; 
While you are flying, 
My Hopes are dying, 


You've my fond Heart, alone ſubdu'd. 


CELIA. 


6124 


8 CELIA. 


Baniſh'd for ever, 
Be each Endeavour, 
To deceive my Shepherd again; 
Pity relenteth, | 
Cha repenteta, 


- 


That ſhe ſhou'd give one Moment's Pain. t 


PHILANDER and CELIA. 
Truly contented, 
Our Love cemented, 
Now unchang'd, for ever ſhall laſt; 
Happy and fonder, 
Ne' er will we wander, 


Or ever think, of Trifles paſt. 6 
EXTEMPORE. 


F ROM weak'ning Child-bed ſcarcely rais'd 


When by a raging Fever ſeiz'd, 
Death ſtar'd me in the Face 

I ſaw the Tyrant, *fore me ſtand, 

His Scythe held firm in either Hand, 

To finiſh my fad Race. 


( 126 ) 


But Time appear'd, and ſaid, that Fate, 

Wou'd give my Life a longer Date, 
And ſhew'd my Glaſs renew'd 

Said Death, . Then I'll to N go, 

« His fleeting Soul now waits the Blow.” 


But Time his Steps purſu'd, 


Again he bid him ſtay his Hand, 
For Fry, by Divine Command, 
Was as a Blefling giv'n! 
That uplift Hands, and weepi ng Eyes, 
An Incenſe grateful to the Skies 
Had gain'd this Boon of 1 


The 


( 127 ) 


The Fatherleſs and Widows Cauſe 
He pleads, and with Divine Applauſe 
| Stands Champion for the Poor: 
And now, in Mercy to this Iſſe, 
From Happineſs he's ſpar'd a While, 


Where his Reward's ſecure, 


QUE 


His Majeſty's Birth-Day. 


2 


F LA 


— 


H AIL gracious GORE! this blithſome 
Morn, | 
Whereon, bright Monarch ! thou wert born : 
Endow'd by Nature with each Charm, 
That might the coldeſt Boſom warm ; 
With ev'ry Virtue richly ſtor'd, 
Nay, all that Heaven cou'd afford, 
| To 


(A397) 


To make thee fear'd,” admir'd, and lov'd, 
Thy ev'ry Sentiment approv'd, 

From Wiſdom, ſtill, is known to riſe; 

For Gzoncs's Ae p de wiſe: 
No bombaſt Wit, but ſolid Senſe 

Appears in modeſt Eloquence ; 

And Reas'ning ſound, is known to ſpring 


From GEoRGE's Lips,—our. Patriot King, 


Sedition, by thy gentle Sway, : 
Shall hide her Head, and die away 
Her Sons, aſham'd to own her Cauſe, 


Shall quit her Banner —and our, Laws 


[ 1 Unſhaken 


r 


3233 „rr 
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Unſhaken by their Foes, ſhall ſtand, 

Our GeoRrGe ! . the Guardian of aur Land. 
Deſtructive Malice ſhall diſſolve, . 

And Hatred into Love reſolve; - 

Cabals and Parties, ſham the Light, - 
And ſink into eternal Night: 

No one ſhall with the other vie, 

Save, who beſt keeps up Harmony. $7 
The Lion, thus united grows 

A Terror to biadiflant Foes ; | 
Each Member ating with the § Head, 
Shall make the World, his 3 dread. Xp 


- Entwin'd 


- 


(232 ) 


Entwin'd the Roſe and Thiſtle join, 
For Georee is ſprung from Scota's Loin; 
And who ſhou'd not approve the Stem, 
Which gave to England ſuch a Gm? 
Tranſplanted into Eden s Breaft, 

It is of richer Soil poſſeſt ; 

The Thiſtle 's ſcented by the Roſs, // 
That with the Thiſtle ſtronger grows; 
And, join'd, an equal Luſtre throws, 
The Thiſtles Purple Hue, diſplay 

The Colour of the King's Array: 


— — 


' | England the Garden of Earn 


ah 


I 2 
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The Roſe, the Emblem is of Healt, 

It's Prickles Strength, and Sweetneſs Wealth; 7, 
And may each Bleſſing they declare, 
Fall to our Royal Sov'reign's Share: ' - + {+ / 
May Health and Strength, with Wealth attend 
His gracious Steps, and Bleſſings ſend ' . '; 
Still to his Wiſh, without an r 1 
May Length of Days, with laſting eise 1% 158 
His um our's encreaſe; | 
His Royal Iſſue fill the Throne, . 
And Georcs ſtill ſhine, where GrorGe had 

ſhone: 

From Groxer, ſucceſſive Grorce's ſpring, 
In Name and Senſe—our W King. N 


„ ON 


( 133 ) 


2 0 
* — — — — 


ON THE 


Landing of his Excellency 


A * 
Earl of NoRTHUMBERLAND, 


1763. 


77 R NE wipes away the ſilent Tear, 

And with fond Smiles doth welcome Percy here ; 
With open Arms ſhe meets her 8 Gueſt, 
And takes G RS: George, in Percy, to her Breaſt. 


I 3 Moſt 
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Mod wiſhfully ſhe gazes on his Face, 
Then ſeals her Pleaſure, with a cloſe Embrace, 
Thrice welcome! ſays ſhe, to this fertile Ille, 
Where Peace and Harmony, are Wis {mile ; 
Where Trade 46d Commerce, raiſe on high their 
_ Head, | 
And Arts and Science wondexfully ſpread ; 8 7 
Where Hoſpitality and Freedom reign, | 
Encircled, like thy Britain, by the Main. 
Behold! my Sons in en thy Landing "ITY | 
And Sol replendent ſhines, on all 5 meet; 
The glitrring God emblazons all around, 


# 


And, like the Day, each Face in Smiles is crown'd. 


Auſpicious 


— 
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Auſpicious Omen ſuch O may it prove! 
And may'ſt thou, Percy, al our Fears remove 
Lull buſy Faction into ſoft Repoſe, 

Or rather 3 this horrid, worſt of Foes. 
Ideal Grievance, is our greateſt Ill, 

We form the Evils—and, like Children, ſtill 
We itart at Bugbears—by our Fancy dreſt, 
Altho' we've genuine Courage in each Breaſt. 
We're arabifat, loyal, jealous of our Rights, 
Kindneſs our Love—but Wrongs our Hate excites. 
Fierce in Reſentment, but in Nature Mild. 


Bright in our Genius, tho' in Manners wild. 


Thus, I the Portrait of my Sons have giv'n: 


To them, prove thou the bount'ous Gift of Heav'n 
I 4 Reclaim 
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| Reclaim them from their Error ſave my Fame ; "ay 


Tis not a Taſk, unworthy Percy's Name. 


Adorn'd with Beauty, and it's native Sweets, 4 
Behold ! 27 8 thy fair Part'ner greets, 
Truth, Innocence and Love, at once combine, 
I0o ſpeak chem lov ely,—theſe — 

ſnine = OT! | 
In Fair Nertbumber land ood ſeem divine! * 


5 


Her bright Example, ſhall new Luſtre give | 

| To all their Charms; — they'll thankfully receive 

The pleaſing Leſſon, which ſhall glide unknown 

Into their Hearts, and fo become their own. 

Fair Virtue, in Example, hath more Sway, 8 

Than all the Precepts which the Sage convey : 
| | n 


— 
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In Speech auſtere :—and ſhe that repreſents 
Britannia's Queen, all Excellence cements 
Within herſelf—and gently deals around 


Thoſe heav'nly Virtues, that's in her Compound. 


. — Wo Oo one AT LITTON 
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Thus ſpoke Hibernia, and our Viceroy, ſee!- . 


* 
| 

= 0 
; 
I 
wo 
a 

1 

+ 


_ 


With Looks complacent, ſeems for to agree 

To her Requeſt: his benign Aſpect wears 

So good a Grace, it baniſhes our Fears, 

New Life reſtores to ev'ry Patriot Heart, 

And He, like Georoe, ſhall at the Father's 
_ | = 


Defend our Rights, our Liberties and Laws, 


And till atchieve the popular Applauſe ! | 


THE, 
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R 
Hibernian Joaſt. 
Tune, God ſave the King. 


OY 


— 9 — 


I. 


OD fave our native Land! 


To whom Northumberland 
, Happineſs bri own ; 
To make our Bis compleat, 
He comes with Love repleat ; 
Sent us by Gron on the Great! 
Our beſt of Kings! 


Strike, 


( 139 ) 


2. 


Strike, ſtrike the Harp in Praiſe, 
Of our lov'd Monarch l—raiſe 
| Your Voice and ſing, 
Extatic be the Lay, | 
Our Wiſhes to convey 3 
Each true Hibernian pray 
God fave the King! 


4m, 


3. 
Full fraught with ev'ry Grace, 


In Perſon, Mind and Face, 


(1400 


Percy behold! 
GEoRGE ſought the Man to find, 
Free, gen'rous, noble, kind, 
And found in Percy's Mind 

Virtue enroll'd. 

4 | 

He is an Abſtract fair 
- Ofall thoſe Virtucs rare 
. That daily ſpring, 


In our lov'd Monarch's Breaft, 


Percy!) in Wiſdom dreſs'd 


Muſt make this People bleſt; 
God ſave the King! 


Fl 


(6141) 


5. 4 
Fill to the Brim, each Glafss. 
Let us the World ſurpaſs. 7 0t 
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Let ev'ry Action, ſhew r l 


How we united grow 
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A Terror to our Foe, 
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When we agree. 


6. 11 f 
May Percy! Health command ; „ are on 
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Each Valley ring; 
Bleſling—by all he's bleſt, | nta 2 
Of Virres Rare poſſeſt n ltd 
Which i in her Sons confeſt | ? | l 


r 
50 ; . , 55 
g : ; : : * * 
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Joy to us all around, 
Py A. 


Let us with Mirth 8 

In Concert ſing; 
Fach true Heart, join Were, H Ce 5 | 
With one Accord , f 


And bleſs the happy — 


Of Grone, our King. 
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The Day of the Coronation of 
Their Sacred Majeſties i 


King George and Queen Charlotte. 


7 VE ſmiles, and azures o'er the Welkin's | 

Height, | [| 
Sol, at his Nod, reſplendent ſhines around ; | 4 
The Cloud- pent Rains, forbidden are to fall, 


» All Nature ſeems unuſually ſerene. 


% 


While 


” 


- While the glad People, in loud Peals, beſpake 
The Joy, that 'bounds in ev'ry loyal Breaſt : 


. 


Thus are our Sovereigns, with one Conſent 
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RHAPSODY. 


— 


_— 


H“ W ſweet the Contemplation, of that High 

Tremendous Ruler of Eternify ! 

To think, how Great! how Good! how Wile that 
God! 

Who puts whole Worlds in Motion, at His Nod. 

Made that bright, glitt'ring Planet, call'd the 
Sun, 


Which doth its daily Courſe, to light us, run; 
K Tranſparent 
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Tranſparent Skies, whofe Curtain-clouds deny 
A boundleſs Proſpect to the aching Eye, 
And ſcreen that Glory, from our mortal View, 


As if to ſay, the Sight's too grand for you. 


Alas! 1 know, the Rays that dart around, 
That burniſh'd Orb, doth ev'ry Senſe confound i 
At firſt the daring Sight, Diſtinction loſeth, 
And the refulgent Beams, your Thoughts con- 

fuſeth. 5 
A Megrim ſeizeth on the heated Brain, 


And tortur'd Nature, fluttereth with Pain. 


The 
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The unſtrung Nerves, their wonted Vigour miſs, 
The Stomach ſickens, and the Blood doth hiſs. 
But for a Moment longer, you're no more, J 
The kindred Planet, will the Soul explore; | 
Look on the Earth,—the Agitation's oer. 

Th' attractive Qualities in either found, } 


Keep us thus, on the Surface of the Grand 


5 


> 
_ Moſt fixt to that, that's moſt in our Compound, | 


How vain is it, to wiſh for length of Days, 
To be excluded from Delights like theſe, 
Which our indulgent Father, that's above, 


Decrees for thoſe he condeſcends to love. 


K 2 In 


(148) 


In theſe 8 Thoughts, my Soul takes 
Flight, - 

And boldly mixes with the Sons of Light. 

My fir'd Imagination ſoars on high. 


And giveth Heaven, to my Fancy's Eye. 


O! what Delight, what endleſs Joys await | 
The pardon'd Sinner ; happy, glorious ts, 
Hark! how the Halelujalrs echoing ring 
In Praiſe of Heaven's great, immortal King! 
The downy pinion'd Angels waft the Sound, 
And Holy, Holy Lord, 's the Chorus round, 


What! in a Moment have I loſt the Sight? 
Doom'd, yet to wander in this Vale of Night; 


: Impriſon'd, 


( 749 ) 


Impriſon'd, in this ailing earthly Form, 
To weather out Affliction's blaſting Storm: 
To ſtem the Tide of Sorrow paſſing by, 


And wait my Summons, to Eternity. 


Lg 


＋ HE ſilent yet the the tender Sigh, 
The pallid Check, the fireleſs Eye 

Reveal my hidden Smart; 
The ſtarting Tear, betrays my Pain, 
Which to conceal, I ſtrive in vain, 


Lie ſtill, rebellious Heart. 


Thoſe 


CAS 


Thoſe Enſigns of my fond Deſpair, 
I've us'd, alas! my utmoſt Care, 
To Hield from ev'ry Eye; 
E'en to Slvuanus, I wou'd too 
Diſguiſe my Love; but if I do 
I in the Combat die. 


The ſad Conſtraint, my Strength ſubdues, 
Then 8 my dear indulgent Muſe 
Oh! let my Paſſion ſpeak; 
Let me, in tender Notes, declare 
The ſoft Occaſion of my Care, 
Then Death thy Victim take. 


K 4 Sylvan us, 


Þ „ 


- SdOlvanus, dear, belov'd, Ingrate, 
Thou Arbitrator of my Fate, 
Yet hear me, ere Igo; 
J love-— alas! it is too true, 
die- my | Sentence paſs'd by you, 
Thy Coldneſs gives the Blow. 


Behold ! thy Image is impreſt, 
Within my Heart, and there confeſt, 
| The Source of each Deſire; 
Ah! can you then, W 0 behold 
The Woe, that's thus pathetic told, 


And bid my Hopes expire. 


Shall 


{1939 


Shall I, condemn'd, a Victim prove 
To my invariable Love, 

And Death Fad thee receive ? 
Oh! rather, my fond Flame return, 


No longer let me ſigh and mourn, 


But kindly bid me live. 


Q 
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| 
| 
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9 5 E 
ON THE 
Birth-Day of her Sacred Majeſty 

Queen C 2 AR L 0 E, 


— 


Celebrated on January 18, 1764. 


— * — . 


- RecrTaTive. 
B E thine the Taſk, Urania! to diſplay 
The Charms of Britain's Queen! bright Gift of May, 


Whoſe Birth's commemorated on this Day : 


Apollo 


( 155 ) 


Apollo deigns, t' accompany the Strain, 
While glad Erne, doth her Joy explain, 


With ſmiling Mirth, and Concord in her Train. 


Alx. 
O Gracious Queen !—thrice happy Land, 
That boaſts a "OR ſo rare; 
Whole dazzling Virtues muſt FEI A 
Our Love, and warmeſt Care: 
Celeſtial Wreaths ſhall grace thy Brow, 
Wherein a People's Wiſhes glow. 


Crorvs, 


Strike the reverberating String, 


The Praife of Gæoxcr and CyanrtotTsE ſing; 


With 


(156) 


Wich melting Sounds ſo Silver ſweet, | 
The loyal Friends of Brunſwic greet. 
Your Voices raiſe with Heart elate, 

And bleſs the Guardians of our State ; 
The Trumpet's louder Notes beſt ſhew - 
The Ju that in = Boſoms slow. l 


RrcirATI rz. 
Pleas'd 3 * view'd the Royal Pair, 
And to their Virtues gave an Heir; 
And ſtill our Happineſs t encreaſe, | 
Hath giv'n another Pledge of Peace. 


AIR. 


6157) 


Alx. 

Soft connubial Joys await 'em, 

In their lovely Cherub Race; 

Their ſweet Smiles, at once elate em, 

And ſecure domeſtic Peace : 
In each Feature, 
Form and Nature, 

Our lov'd Monarch blooms a-new ; 
CHARLOTTE traces, 
GeEoRGE's Graces, 

In their Faces, 


GEORGE! in them, ſees CHARLOTTE too. 


Dukrro. 


( 158 ) 


Dokrro. 
Ev'ry ſmiling Joy attend em, 
May no private Feuds offend em; 
Hydra-headed, Party-Rage, 
Their ſoft Clemency aſſwage; 
- Royal Bounty, chain our Love, 


And all jealous Fears remove. 


Rrcirarivr. 
To thee, Hibernia, Ggok d a Bleſſing ſent, 
To quell Sedition, and thy Love cement ; 


In his NokTHUMBERLAND the Boon behold! 


In whoſe bright Character, we find enroll'd 


(159) 


The rareſt Virtues, Fair NogTHUMBERLAND! 
Deals bounteous Bleſſings too, with laviſh Hand, 
Kindly encouraging each native Art, 


: Making Impreſſion fair, on ev'ry Heart. 


Cxorvs. 
Bleſs, O! bleſs the Royal Pair, 
To lerne ever Dear; 
May ſuch happy Days as this, 
Long be kept, with added Bliſs. 
Joys unutterable ſpring, 
Daily to our Queen and King; 
Ever happy may they be, 
Who ſupport our Liberty! 


THE E ND. 


